
Useful links and places: 
-Catholic Worker international websites: 
www.catholicworker.com 
www.catholicworker.org 
www.lacatholicworker.org 
www.ca.geocities.com/vancouvercatholicworker 
-Radical/Progressive Christianity 
www.jesusradicals.org 
www.nonviolentjesus.blogspot.com 
http://www.geezmagazine.org 
www.catholicanarchy.org  
www.anglocatholicsocialism.org 
www.disseminary.org 
www.tierra-nueva.org 
www.thepeoplesseminary.org 
-Anti-War 
www.stopwar.ca 
www.ivaw.net 
www.resisters.ca 
www.wri-irg.org 
-Other Activism 
www.foodnotbombs.net 
www.vcn.bc.ca/citizens-handbook 
www.iww.org 
www.deathpenalty.org 
www.lovarchy.org 
www.eugenevdebs.com 
www.freegan.info/?page=home 
www.justicia4migrantworkers.org 
-Cool Places: 
www.gnn.tv 
www.spartacusbooks.org 
http://www.bcm-net.org/ 
www.southcentralfarmers.com 
www.commongroundrelief.org 
www.freewebs.com/stormnyc/index.htm 
www.jonahhouse.org 
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What Los Angeles Did to the Farm 
Gerardo Gomez 
Homeless Activist and  
South Central Farm Supporter 
 
On Tuesday, June 13th, at about 5 in the morning, the sheriffs came 
into the South Central Farm and followed through with the eviction 
that was posed on the South Central Farmers. This 14 acre land for 14 
years used to be known as the largest urban farm in the nation. It was 
also the jewel of the city. For a little over 3 years, the farmers along 
with their supporters have been trying to get the city and their 
developer, Mr. Horowitz, to allow them to cultivate the land and 
continue growing organic fruits and vegetables. But, on June 13th this 
came to an end. On that day, the ambitions of a wealthy developer 
decided that self sustainability was getting in the way of his plans to 
take over the land and construct a warehouse. On June 13th, Mr. 
Horowitz shattered the dreams of the 350 families who for so long 
cultivated the land to put food on the table. 14 years are not easy to 
replace. 14 years of growing your food cannot be replaced if you are 
sent to another small plot to start over and plant your fruit and 
vegetables. 
  
Antonio Villaraigosa, the mayor of Los Angeles mentioned that he 
wanted to make Los Angeles one of the greener cities in the nation. 
One cannot carry a vision of making Los Angeles a greener city and 
yet allow the destruction of the largest urban farm in the country. A 
greener city is not just about planting trees, but using the South 
Central Farm as a model and spreading it to other communities. 
  
Mr. Horowitz thinks that creating a warehouse in those 14 acres will 
create jobs for the residents of South Central Los Angeles. But, for so 
long, the community have voiced their opinions. They don't want any 
warehouses. They want food. Most of the farmers, if not all, have an 
income at or below the poverty level. The food that they cultivated for 
14 years gave them the opportunity to feed their children and have the 
money that would otherwise spend on food go to pay the bills and the 
rent. 

 
 
 
 

 
 



A Time For Mutiny? 
By Robert S. Finnegan 
Republished from Information Clearing House with permission of the 
author 
 
Prior to this war, we were trained to be killers, not murderers. We 
killed combatants, not women and children. 
 
The United States Marine Corps was already on it’s last legs as an 
elite fighting force, our reputation sullied by the dishonorable and 
sometimes criminal actions perpetrated by bottom of the barrel 
Officers and Non-Commissioned Officers in Iraq. Now this. We are 
now observing the death throes of the oldest fighting force in 
America. 
 
We had a good run, from November 10, 1775 to 2006. These dates 
may now be etched into the tombstone of an institution that has 
epitomized the meaning of the phrase “Duty, Honor, Country.” Sure, 
we had our warts over the decades, but somehow our leaders 
throughout the many wars we fought managed to pull back from the 
brink and handle our problems internally. No more. From the 
Commandant on down, with this incident, this atrocity, the Corps has 
shown the world that it is now leaderless. The Marine Corps is now in 
the same league with the American Division in My Lai, Vietnam and 
a Lieutenant by the name of Calley. Murderers. 
 
Prior to this war, we were trained to be killers, not murderers. We 
killed combatants, not women and children. Murder was not only not 
condoned, it was punished in the extreme as we envisioned ourselves 
as the “good guys” among the armed forces, at least when it came to 
helping and protecting civilians in the countries we fought in. In the 
not too distant past, Marines died assisting civilians, as we have since 
our inception. The CAP (Civil Action Patrol) program in Vietnam is a 
prime example of Marines helping civilians above and beyond the call 
of duty. This is but one example, one side of the Corps that didn’t see 
much ink. We took pride in our work. Many Marines died protecting 
civilians throughout our long history, and look at us now. 

 

 
 



In Palestine, 
By Joy Ellison 
 
“Peace be With You" 
I wish it were possible to prepare myself for returning to Palestine. 
When I arrived in Tel Aviv, I wrote the address of an Israeli contact 
on my entry card. The woman behind the glass asked me only two 
questions before stamping my passport and waiving me through. I was 
elated to receive a visa so easily and stepped out of the airport feeling 
buoyant and hopeful. Then I took a taxi to Jerusalem and entered a 
land of ever-accelerating military occupation. 
 
When I visited Bethlehem a year ago, the Israeli settlement of Har 
Homa seemed scattered and small, hardly worth mentioning. Now it 
dominates the view from the hilltop of Bethlehem. One year ago, the 
checkpoint between Bethlehem and Jerusalem was a gap in the wall, 
manned by a soldier and his gun. Now the checkpoint is barely 
recognizable. The soldier has been replaced with a terminal– a huge 
complex of lanes, interrogation rooms, high tech cameras, and 
soldiers. One year ago, I could still see Rachael's tomb inside 
Bethlehem. Now the Wall, 25ft of seemingly impenetrable cement, 
surrounds this holy sight. The settlement, the terminal and the Wall, 
each feel to me like a paralyzing ache. For the first time I feel my 
optimism flagging. I wonder how Palestinian non-violent resistance 
can possibly keep pace with the occupation of the world's fourth 
largest military power. 
 
On the side of the new terminal, the Israeli government has erected a 
sign which reads in Hebrew, Arabic, and English "Peace Be With 
You." I am left to wonder what sort of peace the Israeli government 
has in mind. 
 
I arrived in Jerusalem in time for an annual event that Israelis call 
"Jerusalem Day." Jerusalem Day commemorates in the anniversary of 
the unification of Jerusalem – when Israel took over control of East 
Jerusalem from Jordon in 1967. I heard Israelis describe the event as a 
festival– with flags and singing and dancing– but I watched as 

 

  
 



 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 

in court. That’s a small concern when it’s compared to the oppressive 
treatment I receive just being on Death Row. 
So many people are under the misconception that we lead a relatively 
good life in prison up until the time of our State sanctioned 
extermination. Through correspondence with various people 
throughout the world, I’ve come to know that most picture us walking 
around a prison complex freely, unrestrained and dangerous, co-
mingling with the other prisoners. They see us watching television, 
working and doing various other activities. The truth of our situation 
is, at first, often unfathomable to most of them. The truth is that Death 
Row is one of the most restrictive and inhumane prison environments 
that the world offers. Prisoners of war (at least, those not held by 
Bush) are afforded the protective of the Geneva Convention. Here in 
U.S. Death Row, we’re not even protected by our country's 
constitution. I don’t know about the conditions of most States, but I 
assume they’re all vaguely the same, with Arizona and Texas being 
the worst. Here in Texas, we’re ‘Housed’ in what’s termed a ‘control 
unit prison’. Super Maximum Security Segregation the same type of 
prisons with the same type of programs in place used by the CIA and 
KGB during the Cold War to ‘break’ a prisoner. Conditions proved 
over the years to be psychologically devastating to those subjected to 
them. This one, on the Polunsky Unit in Livingston, Texas, holds 
more then 400 condemned in complete isolation. And despite the 
steady flow of executions and suicides, we’re kept at nearly full 
capacity. We are held in these cages throughout the six to ten years it 
takes to complete the appeals process, our spirits so severely crushed 
that death is often a blessing. I don’t know how many men I’ve 
watched over the years being lead to the death house, eager to finally 
be done with it all. The laws against cruel and unusual punishment not 
withstanding, we are solitarily confined to concrete and steel tombs no 
bigger than a large bathroom. In ‘Normal’ Death Row segregation, the 
best we can get in Texas (that is, not disciplinary segregation), we’re 
locked into these cells, our homes, 23 hours our of every 24. We’re let 
out for one-hour recreation and shower, visitation once a week, 
medical (when they deem it necessary) or to go to disciplinary court. 
We’re allow an AM/FM radio, hot pot, typewriter (if we can afford 
them), all purchasable from unit commissary. We’re also 



allowed and purchase personal hygiene supplies, limited food stuffs 
and TDCJ approved publications, all of which mush be stored at all 
times in a 2 foot by 2 foot storage space (or risk a disciplinary case 
and confiscation) under our steel bunks. Our ‘homes’ are set up in 
sections of 14 cell, 7 on tier one and 7 above them. They overlook the 
day room and guards’ picket, affording no privacy what so ever. 
Unlike Arizona, we do have windows in the back of our cells. 
Whether this is a blessing or a curse depends on our state of mind on 
any given day. For me, it’s too hard, too painful to look outside into 
the world, so I normally keep it covered with paper. 
We suffer much at the hands of the guards, these men and women 
who we must rely on for hygiene, health and safety. To say that they 
don’t like us is putting it rather mildly. There are some guards who are 
only concerned with doing their jobs, the majority feel it is their job to 
make our lives hell. They swagger around, secure in their minds that 
they are the only human beings around. They degrade us constantly, 
spit in our food and face, and do their best to provoke us into 
confrontations that can potentially destroy our appeals. These people 
take pleasure in denying us our sleep, our food, our recreation and 
showers. Any protest is met with ignorance, some with bogus 
disciplinary cases that remove what little privilege we have. And 
that’s when we’re not just out right ignored. 
 
I’m somewhat ambivalent about recreation. I mentioned that the 
dayroom, where we recreate normally is situated directly between the 
guards’ picket and the cells in our section. It’s nearly a 20 foot by 40 
foot cage with nothing but a toilet, table and pull up bar. After a strip 
search shows we’re not carrying anything with us (we can’t take 
anything out of our cells) we’re place in hand restraints to be lead the 
15 feet to this cage. We recreate alone, because contact with other 
human beings is not permitted. Most of us spend our hour walking in 
circles, working out or talking to the other cells. I don’t like 
recreation much, as it generally makes me feel like something of a 
caged animal at a zoo, inmates and guards alike staring at me. I rarely 
spend much of this time talking to the other inmates either. There are 
several reasons for this, not the least of which is that bonding with 
someone about to die is hard on the psyche. Another bit turnoff to 
recreation is that, in a lot of places, there are those 

wretches who have been completely broken by the psychological 
trauma of the isolation and the dehumanization tactics used daily. 
They throw urine and feces at those in the dayroom, stand at the door 
and masturbate. It’s very disquieting. We are allowed to go ‘outside’ 
for recreation each week, which is when I normally take my rec. time. 
It’s not much, but it’s quiet and bigger than my cage. All it is a 
concrete room with bars in place of a roof. A partition of Iron bars 
runs through the center making it the ‘rooms’, and another inmate is 
placed into the second one. This is really the only chance a person 
here has to feel a little like a human being. I’ve been on the row for 
three years now, fighting for my life and my right to be treated like a 
human being. I spend the majority of my life in disciplinary 
segregation, as do the precious few others who share my views of our 
situation. 
 
It’s a completely different atmosphere than ‘Normal’ seg. all together. 
We rarely receive visitors, only allowed one or two a month 
(depending on disciplinary status). Recreation is limited to one hour a 
week in most cases. None of us are allowed to purchase from unit 
commissary, except stamps and hygiene every two weeks. All of our 
electrical appliances, and the majority of our other property, is 
removed and often lost somewhere in the property room. But down 
here, it’s more real, we feel more alive, healthier of mind and more 
able to fight. This may seem a little obtuse, considering that we’re 
rebelling against our inhumane treatment; why make it worse on 
ourselves? We desensitize ourselves to their punishments. A cause is 
only worth as much as we’re willing to sacrifice for it. We’re 
showing that we will disrupt and disobey their system as much as we 
can; that they can’t take anything from us that we aren’t willing to 
give up. Pulling the fangs from the serpent’s mouth, so to speak. 
Besides our lives, we’re not really asking for much. Nothing more 
than any other prisoners in the State, even non-Death Row Capital 
murderers, are allowed to have: To be able to work, attend contact 
visits with friends and family, walk around unrestrained, go to church, 
and interact with other inmates; maybe an educational program or a 
bit of television. All of these things (besides contact visits and our 
lives) we’re even supposed to have, according to the United States 
Supreme Court. But I doubt it will ever happen. 



 
 
 

The Church and Sex I 
By Jonathan Hagey-Holmes 
 
One part of the debate, the elephant in the room as it were, over gay 
marriage and the church is the subject of sex itself. The church has its 
long history of trying to avoid discussing sex at all except that it’s for 
procreation and only between a married man and woman. This limited 
conversation conveniently allows the church to avoid discussing 
pleasure, intimacy and the body and all the intertwining issues. Since 
being gay is all about sexual preference, and gay sex is only for 
pleasure, it forces the church to deal with much thornier issues that 
have huge repercussions on the heterosexual part of the congregation 
as well. The church is very nervous about that. The problem is that the 
cat’s out of the bag and has been for sometime. Sex is fun and, while 
it does have serious risks it’s a far cry from being as dangerous as 
playing with guns, taking recreational drugs or even smoking. We 
Christians are a far cry from attempting something like the Kama 
Sutra, a Hindu guide to love and sex from the 1st century. 
 
Of course I’ve always found the hesitancy of Christians to discuss sex 
outside of this limited scope strange considering the prevalence and 
importance human sexual relations play in the Bible. Consider 
Zacharias and Elizabeth, the parents of John the Baptist described in 
the very beginning of the Gospel of Luke. Both are well on in years 
and could not have children. Before Viagra and fertility drugs the best 
aphrodisiac - an angel sent by God! And what of Lot and his two 
daughters after the fall of Sodom? Lot is made drunk by his two 
daughters so they can become pregnant by him in Genesis 19:30. No 
punishment by God is ever recorded for either Lot of his daughters, 
but that’s another discussion for another time! And this is after Lot 
has saved two angels from gang rape by and angry mob of men, 
Genesis 19:1-11. And let's not forget the erotic nature of the Song of 
Solomon! 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 



In Two Days 
By Michael Friesen 
 
In two days, I read through Isaiah to Zephaniah. Throughout the week, 
I have managed to read from Genesis to Zephaniah. The week before, 
I read the entire New Testament. I’m not boasting, but I feel I have a 
few insights to share having read as much. Of course, I attribute most 
of these insights to the Spirit of God working through the texts, but it 
takes two to tango all the same. What struck me? First and foremost, I 
was struck by the thematic unity of the Bible. I know a bit ago I wrote 
the Qur’an has a unity that the Bible lacks on account of the former 
having one author as compared to dozens, but what I meant was the 
perspective of the Bible changes frequently. Today, I’m speaking 
about something else: the major themes of the Bible. You see, the 
Bible, unlike the Qur’an, offers a history of the world which envisions 
God working through a small tribe of people to bring salvation to the 
entire world. This tribe was something of a nuisance for God: they 
rarely obeyed his directives and were often in a state of outright 
rebellion against his rule. Nevertheless, God stuck with this peculiar 
people (to borrow the language of the King James Bible) despite their 
many failings. Eventually, God sent his own son who fulfilled the 
Torah and then offering himself as a sacrifice for the sins of the entire 
world. This brought about the great reconciliation which Christians 
know as the gospel. That’s the basic story, as far as we know. It could 
be there is yet another chapter, perhaps even another book, to be 
written, but for now we know only that we are living in the reign of 
Christ (Anno Domini as our less politically-correct calendars would 
have it). What follows? 
The church is in a funk and has been in a funk since the time the 
apostles began dying out. Of course, all didn’t go to Hell overnight, 
but right now we’re in a pretty bad place. Atheists look at the history 
of the church and they think, ‘This is God’s people, huh?’ Can anyone 
blame them for not believing in God if we’re his royal ambassadors? 
Bet you never thought of yourself as an ambassador for Christ, huh? 
Don’t feel bad: neither do most Christians. Still, that’s what we’re 
called to be: heralds of God’s kingdom.  
 

 

 
 



What is the prophet to do in this context? According to the 
liberal/modernist/pluralist camp, the prophet is to denounce 
‘fundamentalism’ in religion and proclaim the virtues of the 
ecumenical project. According to the conservative/biblical/evangelical 
camp, the prophet is to denounce ‘postmodernism’ and proclaim the 
virtues of law and order, church and state, family and nation. In fact, 
the prophet is called to do neither of these things. Above all, the 
prophet is called to reorient the church towards its raison d’être: 
witness to the nations by living in the light of the risen Lord. This may 
sound very ‘spiritual’ but in fact it is enormously mundane. In 
essence, we are called to be a sign of God’s reconciliation which has 
been made available to all of us through the death and resurrection of 
his son, Jesus Christ. Here the conservatives think, ‘Alright! We’re 
back to the gospel of personal salvation!’ Not at all! Of course, we 
believe that God cares about us as individuals and can say with Paul 
that Jesus loves us and gave his life for us. That is essential to the 
Christian message – I could hardly ignore it. But at the same time, this 
belief has enormous implications for how we live our lives. After all, 
if the Reformers are right and we are justified by the grace of God 
then our salvation is wholly unmerited. We have been forgiven for no 
other reason than God loves us and wants us to share in the kingdom 
he has prepared through his son. If we really believe this with all our 
hearts then how can we refuse to let this belief guide the course of our 
lives, the decisions we make, and the priorities we set? 
In order to win our salvation, Jesus had to renounce family, nation, 
and even his own life, dying as he did on a Roman cross at the ripe 
age of thirty-three. What we often forget is that Jesus calls us to share 
in this vocation by bearing our own cross. In doing so, we witness to 
the love of Jesus Christ such that the nations may look at the church 
and declare, ‘See how these Christians love each other!’ Nor is our 
love some sort of sentimental affair. Rather, it is a sacrificial love 
based on the example given to us by this same Jesus of Nazareth who 
willingly went to his death in order to win the salvation of his 
enemies. If this is true, then we not only can no longer cast the stone, 
but we have strong reason to love our enemies the way Jesus loved us: 
by laying down our lives for them. This, of course, is precisely what 

the church has failed to do four the last seventeen hundred years and 
why, more importantly, so many people are  

 
 



So then that is the message I wish to share for the day. Repeatedly, 
YHWY had to remind Israel that they were not chosen for their own 
sake – that is, for the sake of their own salvation – but rather they 
were chosen to bring their salvation to the broader world. When they 
failed to do so, YHWY withdrew his salvation from his people. We 
are again caught in that cycle. Fortunately, Jesus has ensured our 
salvation for good, which means we need not fear about YHWY 
abandoning us in our difficult journey. Indeed, we know, as the 
Israelites knew before us: that we may go ahead, knowing that 
YHWY is with us; we need only hold our peace and let him lead the 
way. < 

 Our Lady of Mount Carmel, Pray for us. 
 

 
 
 
 



dissected. He shared his experiences with those of us in the house. His 
story was infuriating and I asked him to write something about it for 
this issue, as I write this I am still waiting on his piece. He gave me 
the URL for the farmers and encouraged me to visit the ruins for 
myself telling me of their nightly vigils at 7:00pm.  
 
Almost a week went by, my mom came down to visit and I took the 
opportunity to go see what was left of the farm. We got there in the 
early afternoon; a woman from the community walked us around 
much of the periphery and told us her story in connection with the 
farm. Much of the neighbourhood was tied to this place in some way 
or another it was a focal point for the whole community. As she and 
my mom walked on ahead I took as many pictures of what I saw as I 
was able, the story of the sale and court battle and eviction evokes the 
same frustration every time I’ve heard it.  
The farm fed people; it sustained them, broke up the urban wasteland 
of warehouses, cleaned the water, the air, the soil, and refreshed the 
souls of the farmers and their families. The farm was a safe place for 
children and parents, it was a respite, it was empowering for the 
people of South Central Los Angeles, it allowed them to participate in 
something that they could believe in, it allowed for many people to 
support their families with food and money from crops supplementing 
their incomes. As we three walked along and I caught up with the 
ladies I could hear my mom comment on how criminal it all sounded, 
the backroom dealings between city council members and land 
developers which sold the farm out from under the neighbourhood, 
the petty selfishness of the developer, the five acres of land 
underneath power lines which was offered to the farmers in exchange 
for their 14 acres of well worked and beloved farm. The land felt 
defeated in the scorching California sun even as its corn, camomile, 
and medicinal plants gave off their beautiful aromas in the hot breeze.  
We left the farm and drove to Santa Monica to do some sight seeing 
and get some lunch in us before the vigil began at 7:00. When we got 
back to the farm after fighting through the rush hour madness on the 
freeways, I talked with the media liaison for the South Central 
Farmers. She told me about the City Council representative for South 
Central and 
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